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CO 



I. 



A FINE house on a broad avenue was alight 
with many a brilliant gleam. Each time the 
wide door swung noiselessly on its hinges there 
floated forth the melody of skilled touches on 
instruments of sweetest sound. The tempered 
atmosphere within was redolent with the fra- 
grance of a thousand flowers. Light forms in 
fleecy or richly heavy robes glided gracefully to 
and fro throughout the softly perfumed rooms. 

And Queenie reveled in it all. 

Accustomed to a like grouping of similar 
charmSy the sweet scent of flowers, the trained 
skill of the orchestra, the faultless attire of 
young men and beautiful maidens, she yet 
sprang with ever fresh vigor to each joyous 
occasion, and from the moment of entering the 
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Castle of Delights, all the glamour of a fairy- 
like scene enveloped her beauty-loving senses, 
and a dreamy remembrance of a poetic ** Araby 
the Blest " lurked in the pleasant odors of 
banks and pyramids of flowers. 

Queenie herself was superb that night. 
With a carriage altogether in keeping with her 
name, her appearance could scarcely have been 
more regal, while all absence of affectation but 
added to her superior grace of •mien. The 
closely ribbed white silk suited well her grand 
young figure, and the freedom and ease born of 
a knowledge that naught was lacking of per- 
sonal finish or attire added its share to her 
womanly loveliness. 

" Quite like a glint of paradise," flippantly 
observed a young man who had stopped to 
address Queenie as she became the center of 
first one, then another charmed circle, wherein 
the unspoken adulation gleaming from admiring 
eyes bespoke the easy conquests within her 
reach. 

" Paradise ? " rejoined a pushing young lawyer. 
" Question is, what one specially needs of 
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another paradise while things are so nearly 
celestial in this mundane sphere/' 

But at this Queenie made a becoming little 
show of decorous reserve, and the shapely 
shoulders of the lawyer shrugged a trifle in 
deprecation of his perhaps too venturesome 
remark. 

As Queenie and her cousin Albert, who had 
accompanied her (a frequent cavalier because 
of their strictly cousinly relations), passed 
through the canopied passage on the way out 
from the Fitzroy mansion, a crouching figure 
crept close to the carriage door, and as Queenie 
was stepping in, a woman in rags, with a 
rough, disheveled head, thrust a thin, brown 
hand before Albert, and said in a beseeching 
voice : — 

" Oh, for love o' God, Seenyur, a penny o* 
help ! A penny, Seenyur, for one leetle roll ! " 

" Get out ! " snarled the coachman. " How 
did you come here ? Get out, I say ! " 

" I don't see how that creature eluded the 
police on guard," Albert said carelessly, as they 
drove away. "Still," he added, " Td have 
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given her some change had I had any about me. 
I usually forget it with a dress suit/' 

Queenie said nothing. In the glare of the 
electric light she had caught one look at the 
woman's face, and for a moment the strange 
impulse arose within her to echo the cry that 
had reached her like a low, sweet wail : ** Oh, 
for the love of God 1 " 



II. 

QuEENiE sat combing out her hair in the 
small hours of the morning. Her enjoyment 
had been almost too great to bring fatigue, and 
while the thick, shining locks grew smooth 
under the lingering brush, she thought how 
contentedly she could live on and on in so 
bright a world. The perfume of all the flowers 
seemed imprisoned in the few on her dressing 
table. The lights still shone before her eyes. 
The tripping music from the perfectly tuned 
strings was in her ears. Compliment, witty 
sally, jets of repartee, all were pleasurably 
revived as in smiling reverie the maiden wound 
in loose, comfortable coils her bright, abundant 
hair. 

But no recollection came of the miserable fig- 
ure crouching at the carriage door. And when 
Queenie slept no unkempt form crept into her 
dreams. But she awoke the next morning with 
a queer sensation, doubtless the influence of a 
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fleeting dream. The sensation was momentary, 
dispelled the instant she was fairly awake. Yet 
it had been so vivid she could not resist the 
inclination to argue it down by a direct appeal 
to facts. She had opened her eyes weighted 
with the impression of having lost everything, 
all her most valued possessions, all equipment 
for further enjoyment, and of standing shorn 
and nearly unclothed in some mighty presence. 

**How foolish!" she ejaculated, glancing 
around with wide open eyes. ** How very 
foolish ! " she repeated. " Here is my well- 
furnished room, my pictures, ornaments, and 
books ; there is my well-stocked closet, yonder 
is the cabinet with my bank book and jewels 
sufficient for my need." 

Then Queenie, in spite of herself, grew 
thoughtful, although she knew well that neither 
long nor deep would such a season be. No, in 
a certain way Queenie did not want to think. 
She was just twenty, fair, independent, and gay. 
It was from no lack of intelligence that she 
shrank from a certain kind of thought, but 
rather from a determination to resist all such 
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impressions as might curtail or interfere with 
the gay, summer-like life she loved so well. A 
few brief, inconsequent sicknesses had forced 
unwelcome recollection of things that had 
reached her ears in sermons, but they were 
thrust back with a kind of nightmare dread, 
bringing a glint of gloom, darkness, or even a 
far-away hint of death. She attended church 
of a pleasant Sunday morning, it is true, feel- 
ing it was quite the correct thing to do. The 
singing pleased her, and the eloquent utterances 
of the pulpit claimed her attention for the time 
being. 

** All of which, however, I shall lay decently 
away in the drawer with my Sunday laces and 
graces," she told herself in exuberance of girlish 
spirits and with a spice of worldly wisdom. 

Now, as Queenie lay thinking seriously a 
moment, a shaft of winter sunlight shot athwart 
a picture on the wall — a picture of the 
Madonna and her divine Boy. "Strange," 
mused Queenie, "what phantasms will some- 
times course through a healthy brain ! Why 
should I have fancied myself shorn and for- 
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lorn ? " All at once she thought of the woman 
who had prayed for the love of God to be given 
the price of a roll. 

" She had awful eyes ! " Queenie said. 



III. 

Queenie's mother had died suddenly in the 
night. The shock of losing a beloved husband, 
when her little girl was but three years old, was 
never recovered from. Never strong, the poor 
lady brooded and suffered, tried to be sub- 
missive — was submissive ; exerted herself with 
pitiful effort to soften her sorrow by doing 
good, but drooped steadily under the hurt of a 
broken heart. 

She awoke one night to feel a strange pain 
coursing through heart and brain. The kalei- 
doscope-like view of a life's deeds, said to 
pass before the eyes of the dying, revealed but 
little to startle the woman whose whole intent 
had been that of the faithful. One thought, 
however, stood out with lone prominence. 
She had never said a great deal to her little six- 
year-old child about religion ; she had not 
deemed it judicious. Queenie was of a nervous 
organization. She had been taught her prayers, 

X3 
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told that God was love, taken to church and 
Sunday-school ; the rest her mother felt would 
follow in good time. Now, at the unmistakable 
knock of mortality at life's closing — no! — 
life's opening door, the chief thought was for 
the child, whom some one else than a tender 
mother must lead to the blessed Christ. 

Ah, the time was short ! Not even long 
enough or with strength enough for one out- 
ward cry. The picture of the Madonna hung 
opposite the bed whereon she lay. Fixing her 
eyes not on the. mother but on the halo- 
crowned Child, there was one intense, lingering, 
agonized prayer : — 

" 6 thou Child of Mary ! Thou Son of God ! 
save my child ! O Jesus ! Redeemer ! Thou 
of the resurrection and the life, hear ! save ! " 
The spirit passed ; morning came. In the dim 
light of the solemnly quiet room they found 
the tired mother sleeping, but with eyes 
unclosed. 

It was the dawn of Easter morn, and some 
one twined a cluster of lilies about the picture 
hanging opposite the bed. Then they told the 
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little Queenie that her poor mamma had gone 
to heaven in the night. And the child saw the 
beautiful waxen figure, lying so white and still, 
and thought her sleeping. As the childish gaze 
wandered about the room she caught sight of 
the snowy lilies drooping over the picture of the 
Madonna and the little Christ. 

" Oh, see the pretty flowers ! " she prattled 
with a smile. " Let me give mamma some ! " 
They gave her a lily and she laid it beside the 
fair, cold cheek. Then her eyes wandered back 
to the picture. " Mamma has a flower and the 
pretty lady with the baby has some flowers," 
she said. 

"Yes, and mamma loved the picture," she 
was told; "dear mamma went away with her 
eyes fixed on that darling baby boy." Then 
the saying faded from her memory for years. 



IV. 

If there be a subtle link, a still human-like 
influence allowed to emanate from regions ce- 
lestial, drawing, impelling, actuating a creature of 
earth, it must be that such a mystic link exists 
between a mother and her child. What other 
bond quite the same on earth ? Bone of bone, 
flesh of flesh, the same heart once beating for 
both. O holy link ! Not sacred like that bind- 
ing the Christ and his followers, because that 
not even death can for a moment divide ; neither 
can principalities nor any known power. 

Then, more Christ-like than any other, comes 
this deep, unfathomable, maternal love, with its 
deathless grip. The child can be taken from 
the mother's presence, but from her heart of 
love, never ! God knows, never ! Yet a mother 
is often removed from her child ; then arises 
the question : Can immortality entirely divest a 
mother of human love — childward ? 

Well, of one thing there is full assurance: 

x6 
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if immortality effaces every trace of what was 
merely human, changing even the nature of love 
itself, it is surely to give something stronger, 
deeper, purer. So in this, as in all else, the 
will of God be done. 

This mother and her prayer had reached the 
same safe harbor at almost the same moment. 
The mother would go no more out forever. 
The prayer would not be forgotten. 

Fourteen summers had marked the swiftly 
gliding years since the pictured Madonna and 
her Child had held the last gaze of the mother's 
eyes. A resurrection morn had dawned for the 
passing soul while the dim glimmer of earthly 
light faded from the little halo-wreathed brow. 
The lilies had faded long ago, passed from sight 
like the frail outer shell of the sleeper upon 
whom they had looked down. And still the 
girlish mother with her rapt countenance looked 
from the picture, holding her matchless Child. 



V. 

Had there been more time, Queenie might 
have felt something besides a swift moment's 
compassion for the poor suppliant at the carriage 
door. But the season was at its height when 
the Fitzroy reception took place, and from that 
on there was no time for reflections of a serious 
nature. One bright scene followed another, and 
Queenie, with abundant time for sleeping late in 
the morning, would appear fresh as a rose at 
each night's succeeding hours of joy. 

One evening she was to stand behind one of 
the tables at a brilliant Kirmess held in aid of a 
hospital fund. The costumes of the ladies were 
to be varied and showy, lending much beauty to 
the vivacious occasion. Queenie was standing 
before a bureau in her room waiting a little 
impatiently the appearance of her laundress 
with some lace, a profusion of which was to fall 
in graceful cascades from her shoulders. She 
had told Milly, the servant, that the lace was to 

x8 
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be sent to her room as soon as it was brought 
home. 

A little murmured complaint had just escaped 
her that Mrs. Riley so long delayed putting in 
an appearance when a quick step sounded in 
the passage and a woman " in unwomanly rags/' 
with a wild, hunted air, peered into the room. 
Queenie started in amaze, but any slight fear 
she may have experienced was dispelled, as in 
one of the most melodious of voices and in 
broken accents the woman announced : — 

" I brings your lace. Mees Riley, she seek. 
She say you gives me a quatter." 

Queenie looked puzzled. " Mrs. Riley wishes 
me to give you a quarter } " she asked. 

"Yes, she say so. I hurries verra fast to 
come. I hurries verra fast to go," — and she 
glanced toward the door as if in haste to be 
gone. 

It seemed a strange proceeding. But Queenie 
thought that if her laundress was ill and had sent 
this wretched appearing woman that the lace 
might reach her in time, it was perhaps only 
right that the poverty-stricken messenger should 
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be rewarded, so, hastily taking her purse from a 
drawer, she handed her a quarter, with the 
remark that she was sorry if Mrs. Riley was 
sick. 

** She no so bad,*' said the woman, turning to 
leave the room. But as she did so she cast a 
swift look from her long and handsome eyes 
around the apartment, glancing last of all at the 
Madonna and her Boy. Instantly the expres- 
sion of the scrutinizing countenance changed, 
as with hands clasped and arms extended the 
poor creature cried in soft entreaty : — 

**0 Mother o* Jesu, have peety! O Mar-ry 
dear, be kind ! O holy Mother o' God, have 
peety ! Forgive ! " and she was gone. 

Soon after the noiseless footsteps had van- 
ished Milly rushed breathless to Queenie's 
door. " O Miss ! " she exclaimed, ** whatever 
can it mean 1 Mis' Riley, she 's downstairs 
feelin' awful, and says as your laces you give 
her to do up has been stole ! She lef them on 
the bars before the fire to air, an' while she was 
gettin' ready to bring them here they was all 
took off, ev'ry stitch ! " 
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Queenie's mind acted quickly, and she said 
quietly to the excited girl : " Please ask Mrs. 
Riley to come up here; there has been some 
mistake about this matter; the lace may not 
have been stolen." 

Milly, in her impetuous state, had not noticed 
Queenie's occupation of sewing lace around her 
basque, but the moment Mrs. Riley entered the 
room that good woman threw up her hands 
and exclaimed in a voice of blended relief and 
astonishment : " Well, bless my soul ! wherever 
did that lace come from, Miss ? Be I awake, or 
be I asleep now } *' 

Queenie described her strange visitor, repeat- 
ing what she had said as to Mrs. Riley's sick- 
ness and the money she had asked for. 

Mrs. Riley so far forgot herself in the pres- 
ence of a lady as to call the woman several ill- 
sounding names. " It must 'a' been the /-talian 
woman," she added, " that 's a-burrowin* over to 
Sniffen's Corner. She come a sneakin' into my 
place one day and asked me could I get washin* 
for her to do. I told her I washed for you. and 
sometimes for the Fitzroys, and she must 
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a' wanted a quarter the worst way to steal ofif 
with that lace and then make you pay for her 
plunderin'. Well, may the Lord have mercy on 
us all ! " 

" Well, never mind," said Queenie, " I was 
getting quite anxious to have you come, and 
we '11 make the best of the affair. I don't see 
how the woman managed to get into the house 
and up here without being seen ; but I don't 
think Milly knows anything about it, and I 
would n't tell her, as it might make her nervous. 
I suppose that poor thing was desperate for a 
little money and took that way to get it." 

" Des'prit she were ! " said Mrs. Riley as she 
strode away. 




VI. 

QuEENiE locked more cautiously than usual 
the cabinet containing her valuables as she was 
about starting for the great fair, but a haunting 
impression went with her that somewhere she 
had seen that woman's haggard face before. 

In the parlor she greeted the yoimg lawyer 
who had called for her — the same young man 
whose laughing remark about paradise had 
caused her to assume a moment's access of 
dignity at the Fitzroy mansion. " Such a mys- 
terious adventure as I have just had," she said 
breezily; and on the way to the hall she told 
her recent experience, which all at once had 
taken on an amusing phase in her eyes. 

The lawyer shrugged again his well-shaped 
shoulders. "Quite a case for me," he said. 
" Shall I take hold of it } " 

" By no means," said Queenie, drawing back 

aghast, although realizing her companion spoke 

only sportively. " I would n't have any trouble 

23 
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about such a thing," she added, ** if I 'd lost 
every thread of lace belonging to me." 

"Women are so afraid of justice," said the 
lawyer with a smile. 

" No ; it is vengeance good women are afraid 
of," Queenie replied. 

** Yes, but suppose the creature dogs you t 
She might, you know." 

"Then I will find means of checking her 
myself," said Queenie with decision. 

With all her light nature and fondness for 
pleasure, Queenie yet knew there were deeps 
within her not yet sounded. It jarred, and 
jarred rudely, when the superior-feeling young 
man at her side spoke of " the creature " under 
consideration, as her cousin had done before, 
exactly as of some inferior animal almost 
beneath their mention. 

"God made her," she thought, with inward 
protest at the slighting expression. And at 
that moment recurred the great wistful eyes 
that had scanned the picture, and the prayer 
that had wailed itself forth at the sight. Simul- 
taneously also she recalled the hunted eyes 
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that had gleamed darkly beside the carriage 
the night of the Fitzroy reception, and she 
knew the beggar of that night and the deceiver 
of this were one. 

" Oh, I hope no evil genius is about to haunt 
me ! *' she thought shrinkingly ; for the young 
are quite as ready to feel the creep of a super- 
stitious dread as the old are to indulge it. The 
one born of ignorance of what life may bring, 
the other, alas ! too often strengthened by lack 
of simple trust in God and belief in his direct 
providences. 

The engagfing, lively novelty of standing 
behind a temporary counter loaded with every 
variety of handiwork, the trophies of needle- 
craft, the productions of amateur artists, and 
the thousand and one novelties in fancy work 
offered for sale at the Kirmess effectually drove 
from Queenie's mind all remembrance of the 
poor, wretched sister — in the gospel's broad 
phrase — who that night had faced her for the 
second time. The laughter and the profits of 
the hour were full of ambitious excitement, and 
the matron of the table at which Queenie 
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assisted rejoiced that to her had fallen the 
exceeding good fortune of having beside her 
so attractive a maid that sales were swift and 
prices scarcely questioned so long as Queenie's 
hands dispensed the fanciful articles. 

And when at eleven o'clock the tables were 
covered for the night and the merry company 
dispersed, Queenie chatted blithely all the way 
home, exulting in exuberance of girlish spirits 
over the money she had taken. And in eager 
anticipation of a repetition the next evening of 
the jaunty bargaining she reached her room, 
and about midnight laid her down to sleep. 



VII. 

Exactly as she had done once before, 
Queenie opened her eyes in the morning to see a 
slant ray of sunshine resting athwart the picture 
opposite her as she lay. This time she started, 
as some strong fancy sent a sharp gleam into 
her very soul. The eyes of the Madonna met 
hers, and, for all their sweetness of expression, 
there was that in their solemn depths which 
seemed striving to remind her of some of the 
more important things of life. And after a 
moment a remembrance of the Italian woman 
flashed into her mind. 

" I wish she would never occur to me again,** 
muttered Queenie, her eyes still raised to the 
Madonna's face. " She was gruesome and reck- 
less and came upon me in a wild, shocking 
way,** she added in self -justification as the 
saintly eyes in the picture gazed on. Then her 
glance fell upon the Child. " Holy little thing ! '* 
she murmured. "I wish — I wish His blessed 
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Spirit had wiped out every trace of sin and 
suffering from the world forever ! I wonder 
why it did not ? " 

For the first time Queenie was feeling a 
distinct and uneasy stirring of conscience. 
Not accusative exactly, not bearing hard on any 
particular deeds or omissions of her past life, 
only it seemed an unexpected, involuntary reply 
to the question she had asked ; yet a reply 
that brought an immediate suggestion of obliga- 
tion on her part, and obligation because of the 
life of that Child. But these were the kind of 
convictions Queenie had guarded against. Now, 
without a chance for resistance, something defi- 
nite as to personal responsibility stood revealed 
before her. 

But reflection was brief. Breakfast must 
have been long waiting, and it was scarcely 
finished before merry friends called to discuss 
the gaiety of the preceding evening, and 
luncheon was on the table when they departed. 
Another dress needed some embellishment for 
the second night of the fair, and while engaged 
on that, flowers came from the young man who 
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was to call for her early in the evening, and 
they must needs be arranged. So the short 
winter day slipped away, as so many had done 
before it. 

Hardly was the Kirmess with its festivities 
ended than the same hall was decorated again, 
this time for the annual dance in aid of " The 
Union Benevolent Society*' of the place. 
Many professedly religious people bought the 
high-priced tickets, inwardly well pleased at the 
charitable instincts prompting the outlay, but 
forgetting the equivalent returned. Not the 
kind of charity exactly to lay at the feet of the 
Child of the manger and the swaddling clothes. 
But God bears patiently with misguided aims, 
and oh, the Christ is exceeding kind ! 

After this, followino; one upon another in 
rapid succession, came pleasures of various 
kinds, sometimes two in one evening for the 
same participants, so anxious was the world to 
meet its tale of social requirements, and the 
thoughtless flutter went on until winter was 
gone, spring had come, and Lent was at hand 
to shut for a time Society's ravishing door. 
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Then the fashionable world quieted on the 
surface, and its tired followers assumed a state 
of comparative rest. 



VIII. 

One morning Queenie stepped into the hall 
in time to meet Milly, who had just returned 
from an early church service. The devout girl 
had a mark across her forehead which Queenie 
supposed had got there by accident. 

" What 's the matter with your forehead, 
Milly .^" she asked pleasantly. "I'm afraid 
you made the fire in such a hurry this morning 
that some of the ashes bounced up and lodged 
where they did not belong/' 

" I put the ash mark there meself, Miss," 
answered Milly with a slow smile. " *T is the 
beginnin' of Lent, Miss, and the faithful wishes 
to show it." 

Queenie said "Oh," and passed on to her 
room. 

While leisurely dusting the delicate bric-i- 

brac disposed about, she fell a-wondering as to 

the real value of the Lenten season to the 

world. "Of course it would naturally make 
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the thoughtful still more thoughtful/' she 
mused ; ** and, come to think of it, if we believe 
what the ministers say, the time is a solemn 
one." 

So little attention had Queenie given to the 
Bible, that it came more natural to quote the 
ministers' authority for Bible truths than to 
rely on the Scriptures themselves. But the 
next Sunday a text was announced from the 
pulpit that Queenie instantly decided she had 
never heard before. 

" What will ye do in the solemn day } " 
In poetic, stirring language the preacher 
explained that Israel was menaced in the days 
of Hosea because of unrepented sin, by the 
same dread invader who threatened dire calam- 
ity through the hosts of the idolatrous Sennach- 
erib when 

*« The Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold. 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold," 

and no escape from his bitter captivity was 
possible except as King Hezekiah cried in his 
anguish : ** O Lord of hosts, God of Israel, 
that dwellest between the cherubims. . . . In- 
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cline thine ear, O Lord, and hear! . . . O 
Lord our God, save us ! *' 

The prayer of the importunate king was 
heard, and Israel was delivered. To-day, the 
Christian world was entering on a solemn time 
leading up to the most miraculous and glorious 
events of all the ages. The old dispensation 
has passed away. A Saviour's passion and death 
consummated the last sacrifice God was ever to 
accept for sin. A few weeks more would bring 
the dawn of the most glad, significant anni- 
versary in all the Christian's calendar. What 
should it mean for each soul in that assembly } 

" Shall solemn Lenten day3 mean a time for 
humbling self before God, and accepting the 
Saviour proclaimed by the holy prophets of 
old.? for renouncing every idol, putting aside 
the world, the pride of life, and every unhal- 
lowed following.? for crying with Hezekiah of 
old : * Incline thine ear, O Lord, and hear. O 
Lord our God, save us ' .? Oh, what will ye do 
in the solemn day? Shall the bright Easter 
morn find hearts swept clean of all indifference 
and unbelief, and the Saviour installed as Mas- 
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ter and Friend ? Shall it be a resurrection mom 
in very truth for the soul, through acceptance of 
a Redeemer ? *' 

The minister paused. After a moment of 
impressive silence he added with low-toned, 
clear-cut enunciation : " Remember ! non-ac- 
ceptance is rejection ! Not even the stupendous 
sacrifice of the cross, not even the mar- 
velous resurrection of the Christ from the dead 
can avail to save the soul that elects to reject 
a crucified and risen Saviour." 

When at the close of the sermon the choir 
sang with feeling, 

** Bow down thine ear, O Lord, and hear, 
O hear my prayer. 
For daily I will call, O Lord, will call on thee," 

Queenie thought it sounded like a sweet dirge, 
and on the way out of church she remarked to 
a lady of firm Christian character, "What a 
mournful service, was n 't it } ** 

And the lady replied in undisguised aston- 
ishment : " Mournful ? Why, the idea never 
occurred to me ! / thought it a beautiful 
service." 



^ 



IX. 

QuEENiE fluttered into her room that Sunday 
noon more than half wishing she had remained 
at home. Some sleeping angel had been partly 
roused within her and she did not want to listen 
to its voice. 

The day was "dark, and cold, and dreary," 
and soon after dinner the rain began to fall. 
" I *d run over to Mildred Willard's," Queenie 
soliloquized, " if it was n't for the rain." But 
it seemed ordered that she should be left 
to her own reflections for the time being, 
for even her companion had gone to visit 
an ailing friend. 

That word "elect** kept thrusting itself into 
her mind and the way in which the minister had 
used it. He had not alluded to "the elect," 
but had spoken of those who should choose to 
reject the Saviour. " I wish he had n't said 
jion-acceptance was rejection,*' she mattered 
almost pettishly ; " I think the two are u&ry 
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different things." Then she resolutely took up 
a story-book and was soon deep in its interest- 
ing pages. Evening brought callers despite the 
rain, and the bright-faced girl ended the day in 
her usual spirits. 

During the week an oratorio was to be per- 
formed and Queenie gladly availed herself of 
her cousin's invitation to hear it. But she 
drooped visibly when the music of the orchestra 
hushed itself to a soft accompaniment of the 
words : — 

•• Bow down thine ear, O Lord, and hear, 
O hear my prayer, 
For daily I will call, O Lord, will call on thee." 

" I 'm just going to be haunted all the time 
now by that Lenten service," she thought. 
And with the weird influence of the nnisic 
about her, back came trooping many of the 
things she wanted to forget. The word "elect " 
again troubled her. She had been used to 
thinking of it merely as applying to the chosen 
heirs of salvation, not in the sense of choosing 
a matter for one's self. " I *m not choosing to 
turn my back on the Saviour," she reflected; 
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but this only brought to remembrance the 
words: "Non-acceptance is rejection." 

But the grand music swept on, soon steeping 
Queenie's music-loving soul in its majestic 
strains, and bringing the feeling of gentle sad- 
ness that music so often produces. On reach- 
ing home she found Milly excitedly narrating 
how she had just seen a woman arrested. And 
some one said she had been caught stealing a 
chicken out of Mr. Willard's pantry window. 

"What will they do with her?" asked 
Queen ie. 

" Oh, I don't know exactly," Milly replied ; 
" lock her up in the station house, I suppose. 
But ril tell you what I think, Miss," Milly 
added, " I believe in me soul it *11 turn out to be 
that /-talian woman that -s the thief ! " 

" Well, then, I *m sure I shall' pity her very 
much," Queenie said. 

Early the next afternoon came Mildred 
Willard, Queenie^s friend. " Oh, have you 
heard about the great robbery } " she exclaimed 
with a laughing face. " What do you think 1 
Last night papa declared he heard a suspicious 
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little noise in the kitchen. The servants had 
gone out, and when papa went into the kitchen 
the sounds seemed to come from the pantry, 
and he peeped in just in time to see a cooked 
chicken disappearing through the window. 
Well, he shouted, more to frighten the thief 
than anything, but it so happened that a man 
heard him and ran and told a policeman on the 
corner there must be some trouble at Mr. 
Willard's house. So the policeman came along 
just as a woman rushed out of the yard, and of 
course he caught her in a moment. And what 
do you think again } They would n*t let her 
off, even when papa said he would n *t appear 

• 

against her. For you see, there was the cooked 
biddy lying right under the window in awful 
evidence against her ; and the woman, who was 
an Italian, I believe, had been suspected of 
thieving before. Well, you know papa Willard 
would be the last man on earth to let a poor 
woman go to jail just for taking one poor 
little chicken out of his pantry, so he actually 
paid a small fine this morning to get her clear 
and told her the next time she w^ted cbid^n 
for supper to ask for it.'* 
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Mildred paused for breath as she finished her 
amusing recital, but Queenie looked sober. 
" Mildred/* she said presently, *' I sometimes 
think people who are much bfetter off ought to 
help a woman like that." 

'* Oh, for pity's sake ! " cried Mildred, jam- 
ming her little white fingers against her ears, 
** don't go to preaching duties or any of those 
stupid things ! Why, I should die of the blues 
if, besides having to give up almost all kinds of 
pleasure for six mortal weeks, I'd got to go 
reclaiming thieves, and * furrin ' ones at that ! 
If it isn't the most tiresome time just now! 
But I '11 tell you how I 'm getting round it and 
managing to keep my courage up. I 'm plan- 
ning all about my dresses for next summer, and 
doing quite a little amount of shopping, too. 
Mamma says, trust me for keeping things going 
one way or another. But we must have some- 
thing to think of inside when everything out- 
side shuts down. Are n't you thankful Lent 
* does n't last forever } " And Mildred gave a 
ponderous sigh. 

Queenie had to laugh at the lively girl, aod 
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yet she felt an undercurrent of unrest through 
it all ; and the very unrest disturbed her. 
That rousing angel could not rise to the sur- 
face all at once ; not so easily does the world 
relinquish its willing votaries. Yet before the 
week was out Queenie told herself she was 
surely fated to be " dogged/' as the lawyer had 
put it, by "the creature'* whose uncanny acts 
had thrice come to her knowledge already^ 
for Mrs. Riley, on bringing some beautifully 
laundered clothes to her room, asked her if she 
had heard how the Italian woman had tried to 
steal a chicken, and on Queenie's admitting 
she had, Mrs. Riley remarked : — 

"Well, she'll steal no more just yet, for 
certain ! For, what with the fright she got and 
all, she 's down flat enough now, and might 
'a' died, only that some o' the poor folks over to 
Sniffen's Corner gives her a sup now and then. 
They say she won't talk betimes, but just lays 
an' stares out o' them awful eyes o' hers, and 
onct in a while mutters some kind o' forrin 
prayers. Well, when it comes to lyin' down 
like that, I say, ' God help us all ! '" 



X. 

The inward angel tried hard to talk with 
Queenie after the humble Mrs. Riley's depart- 
ure, and it partially succeeded. " It is no use," 
she said with a dreary look around, ** I cannot 
actually let a poor thing starve and never go 
near her. And I can soon cheer up," she 
added, brightening, "for there is plenty to 
think of just ahead. It is fortunate Mrs. 
Campton's Western niece has arrived and some 
young people must be invited to visit her. 
Then Mildred expects her cousin Josephine 
Richmond next week, and says she must pay 
her all sorts of attentions, so we shall keep 
lively after a fashion, for all I see." 

The next day Queenie donned one of her 
plainest dresses and started for Sniffen's Cor- 
ner, a miserable locality which, strangely 
enough, was crowded in between far more re- 
spectable streets. On approaching it, Queenie 

decided that had it been at the lower end of 
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the city she never would have dared to venture 
within the wretched precincts ; as it was, she 
gingerly picked her way, avoiding the dirty 
children who stared in amazement at the finely 
dressed lady inquiring for the sick Italian 
woman. 

" Do you know what ails her ? " asked a 
coarse-looking woman of whom Queenie asked 
directions. 

" No," Queenie replied ; " but I 'm afraid it 's 
chiefly hunger and want ; from all I hear, she 
must be very, very poor." 

"Aye, we're all that," said the woman sul- 
lenly ; " but I 'se thinkin' a fine one like yer- 
self better know sommut what ails a body, 
afore goin' into a strange house. There 's all 
kind o' sickness within." 

This was something Queenie had not thought 
of, and she felt like beating a hasty retreat, but 
it seemed so cowardly to run at the first alarm 
that she was glad when it occurred to her to 
ask : " Who takes care of the sick people here } " 

"Dr. Collins do be the city doctor," the 
woman answered, " but mayhap he has n't been 
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to s€e this one. You might ax som'un fur- 
ther beyond." 

Queenie knew, where Dr. Collins lived and 
resolved to see him before venturing farther 
through Sniffen's Corner. It was an enervat- 
ing day in early spring, such as sometimes 
comes unexpectedly, and she felt extremely 
unlike pushing on her errand, but something 
warned her that she would not feel satisfied 
now until she had made some decided move 
toward assisting the poor needy woman so per- 
sistently kept in view. 

Had she but been better acquainted with her 
Bible she might have found help in remember- 
ing the weary footsteps once toiling o'er the 
sands of Galilee, but there are few of the best 
of us who think of the weariness of the Saviour 
in traveling here and plodding there, intent on 
the gracious work before him. 

At Dr. Collins', Queenie was fortunate in 
finding the doctor at home, and to her inquiries 
she found that the Italian woman — who called 
herself "Juliatti" — was down with a slow, 
wasting fever ; nothing contagious, but caused 
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by want, exposure, and alarm. She was further 
informed, however, that it would be small use 
for her to visit Sniffen's Corner, as the next 
morning the woman was to be removed to the 
hospital. She was without friends or any re- 
source whatever, and had no right even to stay 
in the almost empty room she was then occu- 
pying. 

" Oh, then she will be nicely cared for ? " 
asked Queenie, feeling a quick sense of relief. 

** Yes," said the doctor, ** she will be cleansed 
certainly, properly fed, and kept until she re- 
covers or dies. But she seems a lonely crea- 
ture, and there 's small chance at the crowded 
hospital wards for anything beyond the ordinary 
care." 

At that Queenie turned away. How indif- 
ferently Dr. Collins had said "until she re- 
covers or dies " ; not really unkindly, but with 
the unconcern resulting from dealing contin- 
ually with cases where death often appears 
merely a relief from suffering and want ! And 
was n't there something suggestive in what the 
doctor had added about her seeming a lonely 
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creature who would merely have her most dis- 
tressing bodily and physical needs met at the 
hospital ? " I will see her to-morrow, if they will 
admit me," she told herself, "for that sense of 
obligation will never leave me until I have 
actually helped that woman." 

Then Queenie fell to wondering what it could 
be that impelled her to start on so unwonted a 
mission. What unseen influence was slowly 
getting mastery over her preconceived ideas 
and resolves as to resistance of meddlesome 
reminders and promptings, urging her to the 
performance of unloved duties, and forcing her 
into channels of action such as she had small 
taste for at heart or even in imagination.? 
Dear child ! she had never learned that God 
moves in a mysterious way in answering prayer. 
She was even ignorant of the prayers that God 
had in his keeping. 



XI. 

At the hospital the next afternoon a great 
disappointment awaited Queenie. The wards 
were full. No other patients could be admitted 
until some of those now there had been dis- 
missed. The sick woman at Sniffen's Corner 
must remain there still. The authorities had 
taken the case in hand ; the woman had already 
received attention and would not be neglected. 
Meantime the case afforded abundant opportu- 
nity for the charitably inclined. 

The message was smilingly delivered by Dr. 

Collins, whose buggy was about turning from 

the hospital grounds as Queenie entered them. 

He stopped to briefly explain matters before 

hurrying away. Not till that moment did 

Queenie know how exceeding great had been 

the relief at finding she need not visit the 

dreaded tenement at Sniffen's Corner. The 

necessity again confronted her. But to her 

credit, be it recorded that she did not waver 
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in her intent, but turned at once toward the 
distasteful quarter. 

Oh, it was all so sad and strange and trying I 
And at the miserable bedside a new surprise 
awaited Queenie. For a moment she never 
would have recognized the sufferer as "the 
Italian woman." She looked upon a pale, clear, 
statuesque face, rather young than otherwise, 
with long, dark eyes that gleamed dully just 
now with the ebb of the varying fever, a head 
crowned with thick, wayward rings of purple 
black hair, adding to the pallor of the brow 
beneath, and bringing out with vivid clearness 
the beautifully curved eyebrows also of purple 
blackness. All these seemed -unlike the hag- 
gard, tangled stranger who had twice appeared 
to Queenie in so different a light. 

It was plain the woman recognized her visitor, 
for a troubled frown contracted her brow at 
sight of her. Then with the helplessness of 
illness she turned her head wearily away, but 
only to turn it slowly back again, as, looking 
'Queenie steadily in the face, she said in a waver* 
ing voice tend ivWh qoe^oiTing -accent : — 
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'* I tells you a lie ? I tell a many lies. You 
find it out ; so ? " 

" Oh, well, never mind about that," said 
Queenie, seating herself on a backless chair, 
the only thing of the kind in the room, and 
which brought her eyes about on a level with 
the great dreamy ones with the fire of the fever 
in them. " I was sorry to hear you were sick, 
and wanted, if I could, to help you. Now what 
is there that would taste very nice ? Do you 
like oranges ? A drink made from orange juice 
might be quite refreshing." 

Queenie spoke in a cheery way, but the dark 
head turned impatiently aside. " I no care for 
orange," the sick woman said ; '* I no care what 
I gets to eat ; " and the brow contracted again, 
either from pain or unrest. 

"What is it, then.?" said Queenie gently. 
" There must be something I can get. Don't 
be afraid ; you see I really want to help yoiL 
Just tell what you would like and you shall have 
it right away." 

The woman was ignorant, untaught, and, 
alas ! all too unused to kindness ; but the soft 
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voice of the fine young lady struck pleasantly 
on her ear, and she panted in her own musical 
tones : " You goes about to see the seek folks ? 
You goes to help the poor — eh ? " 

"Oh, dear, no!" said Queenie as the slow 
rising inflection of the low voice ceased ; " I am 
afraid I never have dor\e the good in the world 
I ought to. But I am willing to, and you must 
think of something you want, or else I shall 
have to choose something for you." 

The woman eyed her unflinchingly. "I 
steals," she said. 

" Well, we won't talk about that now," said 
Queenie. " I suppose you were very hungry and 
had no money, and perhaps it came hard to 
beg." 

" Oh, I begs and begs," said the woman with 
careless candor. "I tells a lie, I steals, — O 
Mother o* Jesu, forgive ! " 

Up went the poor, half-covered arms across 
the burning eyes, leaving in sight only the 
mouth with a short curved upper lip ; but the 
expression of the mouth with its drawn lip said 
to Queenie what many words might have failed 
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of saying. The woman before her could suffer 
and suffer keenly. A beggar she might be, a 
deceiver, a thief perhaps, but in her shattered 
frame was a heart, and pain and misery could 
cut with cruel smart into its not yet calloused 
depths. . 

Queenie saw the woman's weakness and was 
sorry her presence had excited her. She 
longed for escape from the desolate place. No 
apology for a carpet was on the rough board 
floor. The only furniture in the room was the 
poor bedstead on which the sick woman lay, 
the chair or stool on which Queenie was sit- 
ting, a table with thick crossed legs, making 
one think of an old-fashioned hourglass, on the 
table a tumbler with some liquid and a spoon in 
it, and a little smoky stove over in one corner. 

Queenie was about to go, promising to come 
again the next day, when a frowzy woman 
entered the place, of whom she was glad to 
make a few inquiries. 

" Oh, 't is Juliatti will be gettin' the best care 
o' any of us now. Miss," the woman replied 
jg;Ubly» '' The doctor, he be comin' ev'ry moimin' 
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and leavin' med'cine; you see it right there 
on the table, Miss. And the city, it pays me a 
thrifle to look after Juliatti, and here I be every 
few minutes, to be sure. At night she has a 
candle and me within call right under her on 
the next floor, and if I goes away, my niece she 
takes my place, and soup it is she has and plinty 
of it. She 's sure to get up in right good shape 
again, ain't you now, Juliatti.^" And the 
woman turned with a bland — too bland — 
smile, Queenie thought, toward the invalid. 

But the look of dark dislike on poor Juliatti's 
face told its own story of the indifferent care 
she was really receiving, and, renewing her 
promise to call again soon, Queenie turned 
away. 
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Queenie again stood by Juliatti's side the glitter- 
ing eyes and bright cheeks showed that the fever 
had returned, and that it would be small use to 
attempt saying much to so sick a woman. Yet 
the hunger in the restless eyes was piteous to 
see, and Queenie again asked if there was any- 
thing in particular she would like. The woman 
shook her head, but muttered words in her own 
language. Queenie carefully separated the skins 
and seeds from a few of the grapes she had 
brought, and slipping the pulps into the spoon 
on the table fed them slowly to the invalid. 
After about half a dozen had been taken no 
more were wanted. Queenie then told Juliatti 
that a good woman would bring her soup very 
soon, and that she was to have good care. The 
questions that followed convinced her that her 
poor invalid had not wanted to commit the sins 
that now evidently troubled her. 

" Mees Riley know I tells a lie } " she asked. 

"Yes," said Queenie unhesitatingly. "Mrs. 
Riley knows you said what was not true about 
the lace after taking it from her kitchen, and at 
first she was angry and thought you did very 
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wrong ; but Mrs. Riley also has a very kind 
heart, and when I told her how sorry you were, 
and that you had been hungry and cold and 
poor, she pitied you very much. Now she and 
her daughter won't think of that at all, but will 
help you all they can. You must forget about 
the past because — because our sins are forgiven, 
the ministers say, when we are sorry for them." 

" O Mother o' Jesu, forgive ! " The old cry 
with the old movement of covering her face 
with her arms, then Juliatti all at once looked 
around the bare walls of her comfortless room. 
** I did have one picshure," she said in her flute- 
like, irregular voice, ** one picshure o' the blessed 
Mar-ry and the Chile Jesu. Some un steals it. 
I wants — I wants the peety o' Mar-ry, an' may 
Jesu forgive — O Jesu, forgive ! *' 

Queenie thought perhaps she was wandering 
a little, and as Norah Riley came in just then 
she said a few words to her suggesting a num- 
ber of things for Juliatti's comfort ; then she 
bade the sick woman good-by, promising not to 
forget her and saying she should see her again 
before long. As she was going out of the door 
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she turned toward the bed and still thought the 
sick woman wandering a little, for her long, 
lustrous eyes were searchingly scanning the 
opposite wall, and Queenie caught the muttered 
names : " Mar-ry ? Jesu ? " 



XIII. 

A GOODLY portion of the next day was occu- 
pied in preparation for the company at Mrs. 
Campton's. Queenie*s conscience had eased 
considerably. She was actually embarked in 
"doing good." And little as she had done as 
yet, it nevertheless pleased her greatly that 
with less than two weeks of Lent gone she was 
showing active recognition of the spirit of the 
time. Was she in truth ? Ah, well, let us be 
thankful for the patience of the Christ ! When 
the conflict begins between God and mammon, 
be assured the dear, gentle Spirit knows best 
how to draw his own. 

Queenie had turned with all a young girl's 
zest from the somber dealings at Sniffen's 
Comer to thoughts of the graceful company 
who would greet the gay beauty from the West. 
Her dressmaker had run obligingly in and spent 
half an hour in arranging some loops of satin 
ribbon down one side of* her white surah skirt, 
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and was just going when Mildred Willard 
appeared. Ostensibly, Mildred had called for a 
minute to ask Queenie*s, opinion as to whether 
a black lace or pink silk would be the more 
appropriate dress for the evening's wear. It 
all seemed so cheery and pleasant and adapted 
to what young people should enjoy, this slight 
bustle and interest in bright, festive proceed- 
ings, that Queenie was inwardly rejoicing in it 
all when Mildred asked, as if it had just occurred 
to her : — 

" Oh, say, Queenie ! did you make a pilgrim- 
age to Snififen's Comer and dare to go into one 
of the wretched tenements there } Dr. Collins 
told some one you did, but I said I did n't 
believe a word of it." 

"Well, it's true," said Queenie, flushing a 
little. " I went because that poor Italian 
woman was very sick, and I was afraid that 
she was very destitute also." 

" What possessed you } " 

" I 'm sure I don't know, Mildred. I just 
thought it was my duty — that 's all." 

" Well, now, if you 're going to turn religious 
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and run around courts and alleys and settle 
down for a missionary, you '11 be one of the 
greatest disappointments of my life ! I beg of 
you, Queen ic, not to be such a goose ! We 
can't be young but once, and do let 's get all 
the fun out of life we can. I wonder what set 
you to thinking of such things, anyway. Oh, 
deary me ! " 

Mildred could twist and draw her pretty face 
into so lugubrious a shape that no one could 
help laughing, and Qucenic's merry ripples 
of mirth soon convinced her friend that none 
but bounding youthful spirits were likely to 
settle over her at present, no matter where 
she visited. And, quite relieved, Mildred went 
home to get out her finery in anticipation of 
the evening's pleasure. 

Not once at Mrs. Campton's did poor Juliatti 
enter Queenie's mind. Her recent contact with 
poverty and one of Poverty's sorrowful children 
had struck her painfully at the time, but amid 
brighter and more familiar surroundings the 
light rebound scattered each somber recollection 
to the winds, so she reached home in high 
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spirits after an evening of great enjoyment, 
and retiring considerably earlier than usual after 
visiting, was soon asleep. But before morning 
had come Queenie awoke in distress. Whether 
it was the result of a change in the weather 
when it had grown suddenly cold, or because of 
too great indulgence in the ices and other deli- 
cacies of the table the previous evening, the 
doctor could not at once decide. Both causes 
combined might have induced the attack. 
Queenie had been ill in a similar way before, 
only that the pain would not yield as readily 
this time as on former occasions. The doctor 
feared nothing dangerous, although for several 
hours she continued quite ill. Then as she 
gradually grew more comfortable, drowsiness 
crept over her and she slept the greater part 
of the day. 

Toward evening she was free from suffering 
and wakeful. And with the delicious sense of 
relief that follows a season of pain she lay 
thinking of the different things that had occu- 
pied her for the past few days. The sun of an 
afternoon in early spring had dipped beneath 
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the horizon, leaving a rich afterglow, some 
reflection of which lighted beautifully the fea- 
tures of the Madonna and the little Christ. 
All at once Queenie opened wide her eyes at 
something she had not noticed before. Some 
one had hung a cluster of Easter lilies about 
the picture so that they drooped over the frame, 
their shadow falling across the Christ mother's 
eyes. The effect startled her. The sweet face 
held its usual rapt, serene expression, but as 
seen now, how mournful the depths of the 
steady, searching eyes ! Queenie could almost 
have cried to her to. turn them away. She 
would have begged to have the lilies moved 
only that she was ashamed to. Yet she could 
not remove her own fascinated gaze. It was as 
if the pleading eyes held hers with the resistless 
•spell with which the charmer is said to hold an 
unwilling gaze. Why did the Madonna's look 
reproach her so } 

" I do love your little Child," she sighed. 



XIV. 

As the light slowly faded it dropped for a 
moment over the face of the Child. Innocence, 
baby loveliness, all the dimpled sweetness of 
infancy were beautifully portrayed, while the 
halo above the little head caught the light, 
giving it the appearance of a crown. 

" It seems as though all women ought to be 
loved and revered for Mary's sake,** Queenie 
murmured. Then the voice that had wailed 
through the room at sight of the picture 
recurred to her and she seemed to hear again 
the plaintive cry. " Poor creature ! " thought 
Queenie ; " she is sick too, but oh, how differ- 
ently tended from my own pampered self ! " 
She thought of the ministrations, kind and 
efficient, that had been tendered her since she 
first made complaint; she glanced around the 
handsomely furnished room and noted the spot- 
less coverlet of her bed, the fine linen, soft blan- 
kets, and the nameless comforts on every hand. 
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Then sharply arose recollection of the con- 
trast between her entire condition and sur- 
roundings, and the condition and surroundings 
of poor Juliatti over at Sniffen's Corner. " Poor 
thing ! She is doubtless lying alone at this 
moment," Queenie whispered to herself again, 
"her deep eyes wandering about and resting 
on nothing but those bare, staring walls. What 
was it she wanted ? for if ever I saw a want 
in human eyes there was one in hers." 

Then she suddenly recalled how she thought 
the sick woman wandering as she murmured 
with soft, peculiar inflection, rising and ques- 
tioning : " Mar-ry } Jesu ? " " Oh, I wonder if 
it was their faces she was longing for } " 
Queenie asked herself. " She spoke of the 
'picshure' some one had stolen from her. If I 
thought that, she should have a picture of her 
own, poor soul ! — she should indeed ! " 

Queenie was quiet a long time after that but 
did not close her eyes. She lay peacefully busy 
with her thoughts. The rest of the household 
slept, and a tiny silver bell was beside her, a 
tinkle from which would bring some one to her 
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in a moment. After another long time the soft 
chime in her room struck the hour of midnight. 
The gas rose a little higher as it was extin- 
guished in other directions. It gleamed athwart 
the picture as the gloaming had done, hazy, 
subdued, but bringing out the features of mother 
and Child shadowed here and there by the lilies. 
Some distant memory stirred this time that 
made Queenie*s heart beat rapidly. The still- 
ness, the midnight, and she lying there alone, all 
wrought a weird effect. 

** They say my mother died in the night and 
alone,'' she thought. " Yes," — she caught her 
breath, as memory reproduced something else 
unrecalled for years, — ** and the next morning 
there were lilies twined about that very picture 
of the Madonna and the Christ, and I saw 
them ! " 

Queenie was but a young girl, and a rather 
nervous one at that. The flutter at her heart 
increased. She could fancy the Madonna's 
eyes moved, and, ringing the little silver bell, 
she asked for a drink of water. 

It proved that Queenie had taken a violent 
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cold which for several days would confine her to 
the house. Then a long, severe storm set in, 
and when at last she was able to go out her first 
visit was at Sniffen's Corner. But first she went 
to an art store and purchased a picture of the 
Madonna and Child. It was only a chromo, but 
the colors were less vivid than in many, and she 
felt assured it would be of a kind to please 
Juliatti, and at the same time would lend some 
show of ornament to the barren walls. It made 
but a light burden and she carried it herself, 
tripping along with the wide parcel in her 
hands. 

The first look at Juliatti's face after an ab- 
sence of ten days convinced Queenie that her 
strength was waning, not increasing. But the 
beauty of the countenance with its foreign cast 
was growing more pronounced, and again some 
dawning resemblance to another face seen some- 
where haunted Queenie throughout her call. 
The poor features relaxed visibly and a wan 
smile irradiated them for a moment as Queenie 
went close to the bed and bent unshrinkingly 
over its occupant. 
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Mrs. Riley sat near by, and it was apparent 
at a glance that she had waited kindly on the 
invalid. Queenie had frequently heard of Juli- 
atti's condition while housed herself, but now 
she felt sure that Mrs. Riley in seeing her each 
day had not realized that she was "changing." 
Ah, that word can mean so much ! 

" I 've brought you something pretty, that I 
think you will like," Queenie said, smiling 
pleasantly into the long eyes watching her from 
the pillow ; " you shall gee it in a moment '* ; 
and she stood before the parcel while removing 
the wrappings. Then she raised the picture 
and placed it at the foot of the bed. 

She was nearly frightened at the effect pro- 
duced. The sick woman started forward, hands 
clasped and arms extended as once before. 
" O Mar-ry ! Mother o' the Blessed ! O Mar-ry, 
dear Mother o' God, have peety, oh, have peety I 
Dear Jesu ! O Jesu — save ! " — 

The wild cry might have gone on with ex- 
hausting intensity, but that Mrs. Riley, with 
great, sympathetic tears in her own eyes, inter- 
posed. " Oh, come now," she said, " come, be 
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whist and be easy ; do now ! It 's all of us 
needs the pity o* Christ, and 't is all of us has 
it, too. Don't get yourself excited or we'll 
have to hide Miss Queenie's present where 
you '11 see it no more." 

Queenie had made a motion to remove the 
chromo, but Juliatti understood and begged to 
have it placed where she could keep it in view. 
She grew calmer as Mrs. Riley, mounting the 
stool, was fortunate in discovering a nail in the 
wall opposite the bed where the picture could 
be hung. But the pain and pleasure caused by 
Queenie's thoughtful, welcome gift were bound 
to be spent, and the surcharged heart again 
overflowed in remorseful, quivering appeal. 

•* O Mother o' God, have merccc upon me ! 
Jule 's dyin' ! Poor Jule 's dyin', an' she told a 
lies, an' she steal ; but oh, the hungree that she 
wor ! And nobody help her ; nobody help ! 
Jesu, the Christ ! O Jesu, save poor Jule ! " 

Queenie could not stand the pitiful cry. 
Never till that moment had she known what 
the teachings of years had done for her. Never 
had she known the strength of her own belief. 
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"Why, Julie ! '* she said, involuntarily assuming 
a caressing tone along with the soft name, 
" why, poor Julie, Jesus has saved you ! Don't 
you know, poor girl, we have only to call, 
and the cry is heard at once ? — the minister 
says so." 

" The Mother o' God hate sin," said Juliatti 
in a weaker voice. " When I a leetle chile I 
good, and loves Jesu. I al-way love Jesu, — O 
Jesu, dear, forgive ! " 

She was slowly dropping asleep while praying 
and lamenting, and Queenie saw it would be 
wiser to say nothing more. She advised Mrs. 
Riley to try and keep her quiet as possible, and 
adding that she should expect to see the sick 
woman every day now, she went away. 



XV. 



As Queenie walked toward home she half 
resolved to ask her minister to call and see 
"poor Jule/' Then she wondered if it would 
be best. The poor creature trusted her and 
was willing to talk with her. Her Protestant 
pastor, kindly as might be his intent, would 
perhaps drive poor Jule back into herself, as it 
were. Her religion was genuine, as far as it 
went. Could not she — Queenie — lead her 
very gently to see it was Christ, "Jesu," that 
was all in all, and that dependence, pure and 
simple, upon him was all that was needful ? 

Was Juliatti really dying.? The thought 

struck a chill through Queenie*s healthy frame. 

She had never seen any one very near death 

and the whole idea was repellent, as it naturally 

is to the young. " I may have to face it some 

time," she thought ; " perhaps it would n't hurt 

me to, while I 'm young. Still, the woman may 

recover; then I '11 certainly help her all I can." 
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The next day was a bad one for Jule. 
Queenie's heart gave a great flutter as she 
approached the bed. The long, beautiful eyes 
were partly closed, the oval face pale, the 
breathing fitful, uncertain. 

" The doctor says *t is the wane o' the fever,'* 
said Norah Riley, who sat contentedly sewing 
on the low stool. " Will you sit down. Miss } ** 

" No ; I won't stop long. Did she pass a 
comfortable night ? " 

" Well, so-so. First off she was dretful rest- 
less and tossed and cried, but mother spoke 
right sharp to her after a time, and she was 
quieter then. Mother stayed till midnight, 
then went home, and I come over soon as 't was 
daylight. We can't be here ev'ry moment, but 
she 'd slep', I guess, ever since mother left her. 
Beats all how she worries over her sins ! 
It ain't 'cause she's 'fraid o' God, it don't 
seem, but 'cause she 'pears to love all the Holy 
Ones so strong. That picture yonder 's a 
mighty comfort to her. Miss." 

"Norah," said Queenie, "I wish you or your 
mother would stay all the time with Juliatti 
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now ; you shall have more pay. I think she is 
too sick a woman to be left alone at all ; and be 
very patient with her, please.*' And Norah, 
who could be trusted, promised it should be as 
Queenie desired. 

"Oh, dear!" sighed the girl as she left the 
unpleasant corner, " I Ve always had some 
money that could have been spared for such 
cases, yet I Ve never personally helped a needy 
person before. I 'm afraid I should have done 
so. 

" A penny for your thoughts ! *' cried a merry 
voice ; and Queenie looked up to see Mildred 
Willard close by her. " Why, I nearly ran over 
you ! " laughed Mildred, " and you so wrapt up, 
with your eyes on the pavement. I might have 
gone right by and you none the wiser. I Ve 
been to buy a fresh ribbon for my feather fan. 
I shall see you to-morrow night, of course } ** 

" Oh, yes, I suppose so,'* she replied as 
Mildred hurried on. 

For the first time Queenie thought of an 
evening company unwillingly. The idea was 
incongruous. But Josephine Richmond, Mil- 
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dred's cousin, had arrived, and Queenie must 
make one of the welcoming company the next 
night. 

" It does not seem right,** she mused. "Here 
it is past the middle of the Lenten season, our 
Sunday services increasing in solemnity, and 
church people everywhere looking forward to 
that awful week in the Saviour's life, yet 
pleasure in a sly way going gayly on. Well, I 
never felt so before, but something is surely 
waking me up. I think very likely this poor 
woman, who has come unexpectedly into my 
life, has set rfie to thinking. I wonder what 
made her come ? I 'm almost inclined to wish 
she hadn't. And yet, it's something beyond 
me. She came, and I saw her ; that is all I can 
say about it." 



XVI. 

QuEENiE saw Dr. Collins the next day. He 
was driving away from Sniffen's Corner as she 
was approaching. She motioned him to stop 
and asked him plainly, " Do you think that sick 
woman will recover ? " 

" Doubtful," said the doctor with an accent 
Queenie understood. "She is having a hard 
run of intermittent fever. Her strength was at 
a minimum when she was taken down, and now 
is pretty well exhausted. She is more comfort- 
able to-day, but she may " — the doctor snapped 
his fingers, and gave a light puff with his lips — 
"go any moment, you know, or may linger 
along for weeks." 

" But not to recover even if well cared for ? " 

" No, there is n*t the first thing to build upon. 
It has been too much for her." 

The doctor didn't say what had been too 
much for her, but of course Queenie knew. 
And the worst of it was she feared that life 
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was proving too much for many a poor mortal 
to buffet with. Oh, dear ! why could n*t it all 
have been different ? 

But she had mounted the steep stairway and 
was at Juliatti's door. Yes, she was more com- 
fortable to-day. Her dark eyes were wide open 
and she smiled a warm welcome to the young 
lady coming in. That resemblance again ! 
Who was she so much like? 

*' You 're better to-day, are n't you ? " said 
Queenie, seating herself. 

*' I a leetle better outside," said Juliatti, "but 
it hurt me yet in here.*' She laid her hand 
across her breast and looked appealingly in 
Queenie's face. 

" Well, now, I 'm very glad to find you easier," 
Queenie began in a low, encouraging voice. 
"There are a few things I want to say very 
quietly, and you need not feel you must 
answer, only listen a few moments. You must 
not worry any more over your past life. Tell 
Jesus all about it ; tell him you are sorry for 
all that has been wrong and ask his forgive- 
ness. He will forgive everything willingly. 
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You know we don't pray to Mary, because 
she is not divine, not powerful like Christ. 
Mary is beloved because she was the mother 
of Jesus, but it is Christ and he alone that 
can save us." 

Queenie felt an undercurrent of surprise at 
her assurance concerning these things of which 
she had thought so little. Juliatti did not ques- 
tion nor resist a word, only murmured a soft 
" So so }. " when Queenie spoke of the error of 
praying to the Virgin. Now she lay with her 
eyes fixed on the infant Christ. 

"It verra near sa time they cru-safy him.?" 
she asked softly. 

"Yes, Lent will be ended in a little more 
than two weeks," Queenie replied. 

" You believes in sa ress-ar-rection } " 

" Oh, certainly ! Christians believe in that 
all over the world." 

" You *s a Chreestian } Oh, if I wor a 
Chreestian! The holy Virgin knows I wants 
a-be a Chreestian." 

"Then you must be a Christian already, 
Julie, if you wish it so much ; but remember it 
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is Jesus, not the holy Mother, who knows all 
things ; only trust him and all will be well." 

" I sail try very hard to trust sa Christ," she 
said simply. 

She lapsed more and more into broken speech 
and her own soft tongue as strength receded, and 
ah ! so fair she grew as peace dawned and the 
fever ran low. As Queenie was turning to leave 
her. she said in her sweet, inquiring tones : — 

" You sail come some few more times to see 
poor Jule — poor sorry Jule ? " 

" Oh, yes ! I shall come every day," was the 
reassuring reply. 

Queenie felt averse to going into company 
that night. The time was growing holy. Cir- 
cumstances over which she had no control were 
bringing her thoughts into strange grooves she 
had not meant they should occupy. It puzzled 
her that she so unresistingly followed the lead- 
ing of events in which she was playing a part. 
No further question of regr^ arose as to the 
poor Italian's having crossed her path, rousing 
new impulses and acquainting her with the 
pitiable needs of the neglected suffering souls 
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" outside." " I am letting myself drift with the 
tide," she said. 

The company at Mildred's that evening dif- 
fered in nowise from many others of its kind at 
which Queenie had been present. There were 
the same bright lights, the same profusely scat- 
tered flowers, the same merry friends. And 
Queenie in a passive way enjoyed it all. Yet 
there was a consciousness of fresh knowledge 
that pierced far beyond and above the pleasant, 
profitless trifling of the hour. And during the 
evening the thought flitted through her mind : 
" I may be young to find it out, but this is not 
the end and aim of life ! We can't go on 
merely dancing and sporting and singing gay 
songs forever. It will be Passion Week in a 
few days more." 



XVII. 

QuEENiE had meant to let nothing prevent 
her visiting Juliatti every day, although it was 
not necessary perhaps that she should go so 
often. But during the next week there came 
two or three rainy days when it was not practi- 
cable for her to go out. Then, on seeing the 
invalid, she thought her more comfortable. 
Mrs. Riley said she slept a good part of the 
time, but it was difficult getting her to take 
nourishment. " She 's been starved that long 
she can't get hungry now," Mrs. Riley added; 
and the remark pierced Queenie to the heart. 

On Sunday of Passion Week the sermon was 
on " Eternity," and the minister said things 
that sounded strange to some of his hearers. 
He said they were in eternity now as truly as 
they ever would be, that they were shaping 
and fashioning their lives for the eternal world 
every day. Few realized that only " The veil 

of mortality blinds the eye " to the superior 
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delights of the blissful realms that "All un- 
knowing we touch everywhere." The old, long 
indulged misconception of heaven's lying in 
some vast, undiscoverable regions far out of 
easy reach and attainment was being rapidly 
corrected. It had taken more than two centu- 
ries for most men to grasp Milton's simple ques- 
tioning : — 

** What if earth be but the shadow of rieaven, 
And things therein each to the other like 
More than on earth is thought? " 

The gifted Hugo said truly : " The tomb is 
not a blind alley, it is a thoroughfare. It closes 
in the twilight to open in the dawn. The thirst 
for the infinite proves infinity." Yes, eternity 
rolls on unchecked by man's passage through 
the thoroughfare of death ; the twilight of earth 
brings the dawn of the eternal life. And the res- 
urrection of our Lord ensures for his followers, 
one and all, a sweet, swift, new life once the 
eyes close on scenes of earth. 

How then should this life conform to the new 
life lying just ahead } How rise from profitless 
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works into newness of life ? Ah ! that was for 
each to consider and decide. 

In urgent, solemn tones the preacher begged 
his people to take home with them that vast 
word, eternity, to ponder well, not to evade its 
soundless meaning ; to think also on the resur- 
rection, now, while the very breeze was charged 
with its deep significance. What might it not 
mean for those who had not seriously consid- 
ered it before ? Oh, the solemn mystery, the 
mighty glory of it all ! 

** I 'm learning what life means," Queenie 
murmured as she returned home that morning, 
"and I'm not putting the sermon away with 
my Sunday garments any longer." 



XVIII. 

All nature seemed in sympathy with the 
week that followed. Soft sweet things were 
rearing their heads above the moist soil : snow- 
drops, crocuses, and hyacinths, prophets of the 
coming harvest of flowers soon to beautify the 
earth ; tender reminders also of a resurrection 
in nature's fair realm when out from the cold 
earth things seemingly dead should rise into the 
perfumed loveliness of fresh, new life. 

Queenie had been made very thoughtful on 
Sunday — not sad or downcast, but calmly 
impressed with what she had heard. Every- 
thing impressed her now. Things she had long 
known in an indifferent way took on new mean- 
ings. The weather all so mild was fitful. 
Across the beautiful blue brightness of the sky 
shadowing clouds would gather, and sudden 
showers would fall like violent fits of weeping. 
Queenie associated it all with what to her mind 
was the gathering sadness of the days. 

8x 
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On Wednesday Juliatti was weak, weaker than 
Queenie had yet seen her, but her face was 
serene as a child's. Its loveliness, too, had so 
increased that Queenie could scarcely turn away 
her eyes from beholding it. The smooth cheek, 
no longer swarthy, was white as the pillow on 
which she lay, and the delicate eyebrows, intense 
in their contrasting blackness, seemed penciled 
on a low, wide brow of snow. Long black lashes 
shaded the always beautiful eyes, now holding 
a soft content in their dreamy depths, and rest- 
fulness lurked about the curving mouth. 

Queenie had brought her some Easter lilies 
and was surprised at the eager welcome with 
which they were received. She had hesitated 
a little about buying them, thinking the poor 
invalid might not care particularly for the 
flowers, — bringing at j ust that time a larger price 
than almost any others. But for some reason 
she wanted her poor "Julie" to have some of 
the spotless lilies, and it was a full, generous 
cluster she bore to her. 

The fair young lady herself mounted on the 
stool and placed a bunch of lilies so they fell 
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beside the Madonna's face and drooped with 
shadowing grace to the circlet of light above the 
head of the infant Christ. Julie wanted two of 
them to hold in her hand, and so a couple of the 
shapeliest ones were left in her slender fingers. 

After putting the lilies over the picture 
Queenie stood for a moment midway between 
the wall and Julie's bed, trying the effect of the 
way in which they hung, and then, happening 
to turn toward Julie, she fairly started, for the 
growing likeness that had puzzled her on the 
woman's face to some other familiar counte- 
nance stood suddenly revealed. It flashed in- 
stantly across her mind what was that haunting 
resemblance, untraced before. 

At Queenie's evident start Mrs. Riley, stand- 
ing by the bed, looked quickly up, following the 
direction of the young girl's eyes, from the 
picture to Julie's face. " Oh, the Blessed Vir- 
gin ! " she exclaimed ; " and 't is as like this poor 
soul as though one had been painted from the 
other! What held me eyes that I was never 
seein' it before?" 

The chromo was indeed a copy of the costly 
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painting in Queenie's room, and much as Julie 
was like the Madonna in this picture, she was 
far more like the one opposite Queenie's bed, 
with its finer lines and fainter tints. Queenie 
could not but wonder that she, too, should have 
so long failed in tracing the mystic likeness 
between her Madonna and the poor Italian, 
since illness had softened and refined her pic- 
turesque face. 

" She say I look like se Mother o' Christ ? '* 
asked Julie. 

" Yes," said Queenie, " and you are like the 
picture. I see it, too." 

" I no right a-look like her," said Julie, turn- 
ing an adoring look at the faces on the walL 

Queenie had slipped a Testament into her 
pocket, feeling she ought to read a few words 
in the sick room. Once before she had at- 
tempted reading from the Bible to Julie, but 
the woman was too untaught to really imder- 
stand the stately language of Scripture, and 
Queenie had felt unable to explain it to her 
properly. But before starting on her mission 
that day she had looked up a few simple pas- 
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sages, and had decided to read the brief account 
where some one told Christ his mother and his 
sisters desired to see him. How opportunely 
the little story would come in now! Queenie 
felt she must have been guided in making the 
selection. 

Reading very slowly and explaining a little as 
she went along, Queenie saw that Julie took 
the story in, for she repeated wonderingly and 
questioningly with the soft, rising inflection 
always natural to her : — 

" Jesu say a-people who love him his mother 
an' his seester ? Jesu say so } " 

** Yes, Julie, it is here in the Bible, so it must 
be true." 

When Queenie asked if she had any pain, 
Julie replied : " No, a-pain all gone away. I go 
soon. I no want a-stay. I want a-see Jesu. 
I want a-see the Mother o' God." 

The relics of her belief, such as she had 
known, were about her still, but Queenie felt 
sure her simple faith was sufficient. When 
she was taking leave of Julie the poor, fading 
child of mortality said again : — 
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"I want a-see Jesu!'* Then she added, 
"You show me se way, and Jule not *fraid." 

" / — showed her the way ! *' Queenie repeated 
incredulously as she walked home. " Why, I 'm 
not sure I know the way myselt" 



XIX. 

QuEENiE was dressing the next morning 
when Milly knocked hastily at her door. 

" O Miss," she said, " Norah Riley 's down- 
stairs and wants to know can you stand it to 
go to Sniflfen's Corner right off. That /-talian 
woman has a strange turn, and Mis' Riley, she 
thinks the woman wants you." 

Queenie all at once trembled all over. What 
the " strange turn " meant she had but little 
doubt. Had she better go? If it meant the 
end, did she want to face it ? Death must be 
so terrible, and she had known almost nothing 
of it. Would she not far rather still be able to 
say she knew but little of the grim visitant ? 

Milly saw her hesitation. " I *m sure. Miss," 
she began, " I would n*t be goin' over there 
if you don't want to. You Ve done enough 
already. The poor soul can slip away just as 

easy without you, and Mis' Riley, she 's there, 
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and is that kind at heart she '11 see her through, 
and you not be troubled any more." 

" I '11 go directly, as soon as I have had some 
cofiFee," said Queenie with decision. " Go tell 
Norah so, please, Milly, and get my coflFee 
ready." 

When Queenie reached the tenement there 
were three persons standing about Julie's bed. 
The frowzy Mrs. Klegg with a crucifix in her 
hands had run up to the room, forgetting her 
grievance in having been displaced by Mrs. 
Riley and Norah ; so eflfectually does the great 
leveler ride over the petty spites and resent- 
ments of our lower selves. Mrs. Riley was 
mumbling prayers, and another woman, holding 
a cup containing some liquid, stood by, wishing 
" the poor soul could only swallow a sup." 

The "strange turn" defined itself at a 
glance. Julie's eyes were fixed on the picture 
— fixed ! They did not even turn in greeting 
to her dear young lady, but her lips moved, and, 
going closer, Queenie caught two whispered 
words: "Mother — seester!" She vras think- 
ing dimly of the Christ himself at last. 
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For nearly an hour there was no change, but 
Queenie did not think of going away. She 
knew that Julie was fast approaching the safe 
shore where her wanderings would cease for- 
ever. If there should come a moment of 
greater consciousness, she felt a yearning to 
know of the very end. There was the stillness 
in the poor room that speaks of a great mys- 
tery, a silence unbroken, except by an occasional 
sigh. 

All at once the long eyes seemed to droop, 
but their gaze remained fixed. Ah ! the lids 
were slowly dropping — dropping — sluggishly 
closing over the eyes still intent on the little 
Christ. They were all but veiled when a few 
short disconnected words were just panted : 
" Jule — not — 'f raid. She — show — me — sa 
way; — Je-su }'' 

The soft, foreign, rising inflection held the 
sweet name an instant ; then the voice stilled. 
The next moment there was a broken, fluttering 
sigh, and the woman who held the cup put it 
down quickly and with a swift motion held her 
hand under Julie's chin. 
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"Bless the poor heart of her!" crooned a 
pitying voice, Queenie never would have taken 
to be Mrs. Kiegg's but that she stood beside 
her ; " it 's all over so soon ! She *s got her 
eye on the Holy Mother and her Son now, for 
sure, and never again need she have to turn 
away. Well, was there ever an easier gettin' 
through ! " 

Mrs. Riley asked Queenie if she would come 
in the afternoon and look at Julie once more. 

" We Ve goin' to make her beautiful," she 
said, "after the doctor's been, and that'll be 
soon now. There 's the pretty nightdress you 
bought her ; there never was time to put it on, 
but after she 's been in our hands a bit we want 
you should see her again. She set an awful 
store by you. Miss." 

And Queenie promised she would come. 



XX. 

The sun was high in the heavens the spring 
afternoon when Queenie stood looking upon 
poor Juliatti for the last time. Mrs. Riley and 
Mrs. Klegg had shown the instincts of propriety 
common to most natures at certain times. The 
broken blinds were partly closed, the room neat 
as it could be made. 

The beautiful image on the bed might have 
been cut in marble, but for the soft lines of the 
oval face and its human tenderness of expres- 
sion. Ah, the majesty of death ! Could it 
be i could it ? Was this indeed the abject 
"creature" who crouched by the carriage door 
one night, asking for bread } Was the figure 
lying here in such womanly state the same 
that made a flying visit to Queenie's room, oh, 
such a little, little while ago ? Was it this 
sculptured hand that clutched at food one night 
in guilty haste ? 
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"But oh! the hungry that she wor! And 
nobody help her !. Nobody help ! " 

The forsaken cry came again into Queenie's 
ears, sending hot tears to her eyes and over her 
youthful face. 

I *m sure, Miss," ventured Mrs. Klegg, 

you 've no call to worrit, now she 's gone. 
You come where few young leddies like yerself 
would come, a-lookin' after the poor an' the sick. 
I think 't was brave you was, not to be afeered 
o' my own angry face betimes. It 's teached us 
all a good bit of a lesson, your bringin* this 
lonesome sinner of a woman up to where she 
could die easy, and herself not a grain afeered. 
She jus* lay a-tellin' how plain she see the 
way." 

Queenie 's tears were flowing so fast she could 
not speak, nor did she feel inclined to. The 
woman, lying at peace and in innocence at last, 
was preaching such a sermon as never until 
now had reached into and touched her soul. 
An Easter lily lay close to one cheek, another 
was held in the " mocking clasp " of a snowy 
hand. This spotless image bore no semblance 
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to the poor " sinner of a woman/' as she had 
just been called^ that Queenie had befriended. 
She dismissed the term from her mind with a 
feeling that she was somehow injuring the 
beautiful clay in recalling it, and all remem- 
brances of her hard and bitter past. Only 
the Madonna-like beauty remained now. Only 
the whiteness, the purity, of a cleansed and 
unspotted presence was before her. 

Might it not be typical ? Was it not like a 
new body replacing and outshining the old ? 
" Oh, I must go home and ponder it all calmly 
by myself ! '* thought Queenie. 

Yet she was loth to turn away. What was 
Julie seeing now with those glorified eyes that 
had opened their long, dreamy splendor in the 
home of " Jesu " the beloved ? What could 
Julie tell now, in her unspeakable promotion, of 
the things it hath not entered the heart of man 
to know.? Had she met Queenie's mother? — 
the mother who went away in the night so long 
ago with eyes fixed on the divine Son of Mary f 
Then memory with its mysterious springs where 

** Luird in the countless chambers of the brain, 
Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden chain," 
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began slowly bringing to recollection some 
slight, long forgotten act, an act between which 
and the scene now holding Queenie's fascinated 
gaze there was a dawning similarity. 

" Yes, I remember," she thought. " I put an 
Easter lily beside my mother's cheek when I 
thought her sleeping. It comes to me plainly 
after all these years. She left me on Easter 
morn." Then her eyes wandered to the picture 
again. "The Lilies and the Child," she mur- 
mured ; " the Lilies and the Child." 



XXI. 

QuEENiE did not feel inclined to sleep that 
night, nor did she care to. So many and hurry- 
ing were the thoughts crowding into her mind, 
that she lay until long past midnight busy with 
the past, but busier still with events nearer at 
hand. Were not the slow workings perhaps of 
years focusing in a manner to bring swift and 
important results ? She had purposely shaded 
the light so that her picture would come out in 
subdued yet distinct relief, and her gaze, for the 
most part, was concentrated on the faces of the 
Mother and Child, shaded in places by Easter 
lilies grouped about the frame. 

The scenes of the day were before her, the 
one in the humble tenement passing freshly 
before her eyes. "My mother died with her 
eyes fixed on that picture," she mused, "and 
there were Easter lilies drooping over it as now, 
and to-day I 've watched another woman, a poor, 
feeble, but repentant soul go out of this life 
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with her dying eyes on a like picture. Poor 
Julie went praying. Did n>y dear mother go 
praying, I wonder ? If so, for what } for 
whom ? " 

Queenie was silent a while, then she com- 
muned on : " One thing is certain ; some strong 
impelling power has been at work with me of 
late. I thought Julie was haunting me, but 
how do I know but it may have been some 
potent influence of the long past, lying far 
beyond her } I recall to-night the sermon — as 
I have before — that I did not want to hear, all 
about ' electing ' our own course, and accepting 
or resisting that Child, the Saviour of the 
world ! I can see plainly now that * non-accept- 
ance is rejection,' for I have not wanted 'the 
Man 'of Galilee ' to reign over me. 

"I feel differently to-night. Perhaps, like 
poor Milly, I should sprinkle ashes on my brow 
and so go humbly before God. Suppose I, 
like my mother, should go at night into another 
world, go with my last gaze on that holy Child, 
whom the Bible tells us claimed as mother and 
sister all who would but do his will ? How 
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would it be should I * elect * to go without him ? 
What then?" 

Swift as an arrow darted into her mind the 
dream of a few weeks ago, wherein she had lost 
everything and stood poor and but scantily 
clothed before some lofty presence. "It was 
when I was dressing gayly every night for some 
festive company," — Queenie just perceptibly 
uttered the words, — " and I half shuddered in 
the morning and tried to put the dream away 
from me, but I believe that some idea of gar- 
ments for my soul was trying to ifind place in 
my mind. What would it be, I wonder, to 
really find one's self so shorn } to know that 
too long all suitable equipment for a future of 
need had been unprovided, and that the soul 
must wander on in its hapless plight until " — 
and she chanted grimly : — 

**Till the sun grows cold, 
And the stars are old, 
And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold " ? 

" But what should be done } " she went on ; 
"whither are all these thoughts and question- 
ings tending } I feel as though a turning point 
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was right before me. Next Sunday comes 
Easter — the day that wonderful Child arose 
from the dead. The minister asked last Sunday 
if we would not rise in newness of life with 
the Christ, and I wondered how that could be 
possible now and here. I think I understand. 
It comes to me plainly enough to-night, lying 
here alone with my own heart. We can have 
a resurrection from our old selves, that will 
change our pursuits and desires, and can * elect ' 
to become really related to that tiny Christ. 
Yes, and I suppose that is the way to become 
one of * the elect ' — simply choosing to follow 
the Christ." 

Wise child! To have so naturally solved a 
once troublous question. 

Queenie turned restfully on her pillow. 
"Ah, well," she murmured, "it takes but a 
moment to decide and I ' choose * to accept the 
Christ once and for all. Now I *m going to 
pray." And without any special thought of 
conversion, only with the conviction that a 
resurrection from a life that does not satisfy 
and the beginning of a new and better life is 
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possible in this world, she uttered audibly the 
prayer that rose uppermost in her mind : — 

**Bow down thine ear, O Lord, and hear, 
O hear my prayer, 
For daily I will call, O Lord, will call on thee." 

And with the musical words of implied con- 
secration on her lips she fell asleep. 
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XXII. 

Easter Sunday Queenie felt that were it 
but proper she would liked to have arrayed her- 
self entirely in white. She was but a young 
girl, with much of a young girl's sentiment 
and fondness for artistic expression. Twined 
about her picture, sprays of smilax and Easter 
lilies adorned the beautiful painting, with its 
dull, exquisite tints. "The Lilies and the 
Christ," she repeated with a glowing smile, — 
"The Lilies and the Christ." She was very 
happy. All the world seemed new. " It is 
indeed a new life,'* she said. 

At church the altar was banked high with 
flowers, — white flowers, — lilies, azaleas, and 
roses, and the slow anthem, "Now is Christ 
risen from the dead, and become the first-fruits 
of them that slept,*' was soon followed by a jubi- 
lant carol full of triumph and the glad ring of 
a resurrection morn. Tears sprang to Queenie's 
eyes in deep appreciation of the inspiriting song ; 
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and when the preacher discoursed eloquently of 
the new life that,' begun on earth, would become 
perfected in heaven, Queenie thought, with a 
little rapturous thrill, " I have it ! I have it ! " 

Something in Queenie's face that morning, 
which Mildred Willard did not quite like to see, 
brought her in the afternoon to Queenie's 
room. 

"Are n't you glad Easter has come ? ** asked 
Mildred. 

" Yes, very," answered Queenie. ** I never 
enjoyed a Sunday so before.'* 

** That poor woman died, did n't she } " asked 
Mildred. 

"Yes; on Thursday morning. I was just 
dressing when they sent for me." 

Mildred gave a little scream. " Oh, my 
goodness, Queenie ! You were n't there when 
she died, I hope ! " 

" Yes, I was, Mildred ; and there was nothing 
dreadful about it at all. I asked myself after- 
wards : *Was///d:/ dying — just a slow closing 
of the eyes, a fluttering sigh, a few last words } ' 
A supreme moment, truly, — but in a moment, — 
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Stillness, — that was all. Now I am thankful 
I was there ; and, to tell you the truth, Mildred, 
there have been different things happening all 
through Lent that have led up to a great change 
in my way of thinking." 

And in a few words, a little confused, per- 
haps, because of Mildred's intent look of as- 
tonishment, Queenie told of the new life she 
had begun and meant to live up to. 

" Shall you give up visiting and dressing up, 
and grow sober and stupid and preachy, and all 
that } " asked Mildred with a woe-begone ex- 
pression and her voice trembling more and 
more as she multiplied the fancied changes. 

Queenie's light laugh rang through the room. 
" Why, you dear girl ! I shall give up nothing that 
does not interfere with my beautiful new life," 
she said. " I shall only enjoy far more than I 
ever have before everything it is right I should 
enjoy. Of course I shall visit, and I shall 
never cease to admire pretty things and taste- 
ful things, and things that help to make life 
pleasant in a right way. But, O Mildred ! my 
dear Mildred ! there are things so much better 
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than visiting forever, and feasting continually, 
and spending whole days in planning and prepar- 
ing for an evening's festivity and attire. Only 
think how much time we have spent in that way! 
I know I sha*n't want to really waste so much 
time and thought on such things in the future.*' 

" But pleasure is so natural to the young,*' 
remonstrated Mildred. 

"Just as natural as the breath they draw,'* 
assented Queenie ; " and I believe God means 
we shall enjoy pleasure and take comfort in 
bright, pretty things, pleasant scenes, fine 
music, and chosen friends. But, O Mildred ! 
there are courts and alleys and side-street tene- 
ments, and poor creatures in them that are hun- 
gry, broken-hearted, and forlorn, that need food, 
clothing, and cheer ; a picture it may be, to help 
them live and to help them die. It was in finding 
these things out I saw what Christ is to us all. 
All through the quiet days of Lent I have been 
led up to it. Did you notice what our minister 
said this morning about the resurrection .? " 

" I heard him say that the resurrection of the 
body after death was not the only new life 
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Christ could give us. Did you quite catch his 
meaning ? " 

" Yes, I have felt it, too. Our minister was 
right, and Easter will always mean for me not 
only the power of Christ to raise us from the 
grave through his own death and resurrection, 
but it will teach of a new life right here in this 
world. It means rising into a new and far better 
life than a mere worldly one can ever be. It 
means following that Madonna's blessed Child ! " 

Mildred looked from Queenie's fair, earnest 
face to the picture. " I think Easter lilies make 
you think of Christ, with their pure, perfect, 
innocent whiteness,'* Mildred said dreamily. 

Queenie gazed on. And with the gay Mil- 
dred beside her, grown thoughtful for the 
moment, she put up her first urgent entreaty 
for another priceless soul ; prayed as poor Julie 
had before her, prayed as her mother had prayed 
while looking beneath the shadow of the lilies 
at the little crown-encircled brow of the Ma- 
donna's infant Christ : — 

"O Jesus, Redeemer, thou of the resurrec- 
tion and the life, hear ! save ! " 
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